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warnings lend an odd flavour of unreality to Runnymede's
elaborate contempt for Palmerston, as " the Lord Fanny of
diplomacy . . . cajoling France with an airy compliment,
and menacing Russia with a perfumed cane." The satirist
dealt faithfully with his Tory origins and the eviction of the
Canningites " for playing a third-rate part in a third-rate
intrigue." He was lively on his subject's manner of affecting
" to smile and settle your cravat " and suitably scornful of
his lack of fluency. Shocked by " a callow confidence of
tone and an offensive flippancy of language," the indignant
scribe denounced the Foreign Secretary a trifle shrilly for
insignificance, for " silly articles in newspapers about justice
to Ireland," and for the Spanish exploits of " your crimping
Lordship." Then as that youthful ear caught " the ground
swell of the coming tempest," that youthful eye detected '' a
mysterious dimness . . . stealing over the gems of our
imperial diadem " and watched with studied horror how " the
standard of England droops fitfully upon its staff," the last
claims of irony were richly satisfied, and Mr. Disraeli dis-
covered in Lord Palmerston " a want of breeding."

In Parliament he did little more that year than count out
the small change of departmental problems. But his official
life was anxious, with " this division of Europe into two
camps." Russia and Austria were growing quite inseparable,
where Metternich in constant fear of his eternal conflagration
generate had assembled his international pompiers, and Louis
Philippe displayed an awkward tendency to prefer enlistment
in this imheroic corps to being extinguished by it. Lord
.Palmerston surveyed his " dear friend and ally " a little
sadly, and reflected with becoming resignation that " so goes
the world, and one must take men as one finds them, and
make the best of what is, shut one's eyes to failings and
faults, and dwell as much as one can upon good points."
But the desertion of France scarcely simplified his action in
Spain, much less in Poland, where the last embers of the dying
fire were stamped mercilessly out at Cracow.

Europe in 1836 had an unsettled air. There was a sudden,
hint of change in the autumn, when the peculiar son of Queen